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WARNING! 



The following text-essay, in multiple styles and tones, often with intentional non- 
punctuation and incongruence, or with inventions and deviations of words, reflects the revolt of 
a loner in a totalitarian society, where The Sovereign and his unique party (Camarilla) 
manipulated everything, from arts to science, from politics to economics and even the 
individual's everyday life. The Secret Police controlled people's behavior and mind. 

It may be hard for the American reader to imagine such a country, where the powerful 
prove everything they want — that black is white or bad is good! 

That is why the following hyper-story is presented in a fragmentary way of almost independent 
episodes; where stupidity, contradiction, and non-sense are common place; the language's 
cliches are set backwards; and everything impossible becomes possible. 

The paradoxism! 

This is Wodania of Hon Hyn, a country where all is upside-down! 
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Mister Editor, 

I found these pages written by a nephew of mine. I found them under the mattress where 
he slept before the police took him. They searched his room and found some letters of his and he 
may be dead. Maybe they killed him, nobody knows, and he was telling me that he wrote a book 
and he told me to hide a copy that he was writing with carbon paper because if the police 
confiscated them I had one and sent to thou that thou publish it to the foreigners. 

I don’t know more and the poor boy is now in the hands of the police that beat he they put he to 
jail that he say why he wrote it. I am not skilled at the science of books but he spent all day 
pouring over some thick books like bibles and nobody could understand with he and I was 
telling he take some buttons that not be sick at head but he didn’t want to hear it. And Mister 
Editor, read through what he wanted with this booklet who put he into jail that he will lay his 
bonze over there. At least put it to a printing of thou and if thou can take he out from jail 
because is a pity of he that he is a quiet boy and he do nobody harm here look that I not forget I 
found some other papers written by him but my woman threw them into the dustbin. That fancy 
he filled the house with old papers that she can’t step that wherever she goes she runs into them. 
But I took them that maybe they are of use because the poor boy too much killed himself to 
scrawl them maybe they would mean anything thou put order in these papers. 

Zmarandaiche lion 1 



1 Author’s grandfather Ion Smarandache (1911-1983), nicknamed Mandache or Mandea. 
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I 



Why, Lord, this CLOSED CIRCLE give your dripping brains no quarter and splashed 
with three coins works, untitled, with only a drawing wanting to seem an empty soul or an 
absence of the human presence on these regions inhabited by the devil, or the infinite showed 
through a finite and closed itself curved line. 

Why, Lord, all these bad things in Wodania and a VICIOUS CIRCLE in which you are 
turn round by a hostile to you society, this is neither the FIRST CIRCLE nor the last. 

Why, Lord, this EARTHLY NOTHINGNESS fills your heart with sorrow 

O, my country of longing 

for wanderlust 

In this state which boast itself that it has no unemployment at all, your job is of 
unemployed of the country. You live a complex of the society composed of indifference or 
repulsion of which you are looking to released yourself by escape. 

You write in order to heal yourself, you write the novel of our life, the non-novel or our 
non-life. 

a novel of the possibility of a world to be impossible. 

Yesterday you left a Hospital of Nervous Disease and the doctor prescribed you to 
relieve yourself on paper as a treatment, not to keep any obsession into yourself because this 
will bring you about head aches and cardiac disorders, to scribble the white chalky sheet whit 
the excrements of your cancerous mood, to disclose all the low spirits which gnaw at you. Only 
thus you will be able to recover your health, considering the writing as a necessity, as a 
therapeutical mean, making a cure of creation. 

So this is not a book, but a sick man. It is not worth having a title, a reader or an author. 
Because it is the product of other people, a child of incubator, bom in a republic of animals, a 
cattle farm, race: human. It was manufactured serially, molten in crowd and swallowed by it. 
This is a man who suffers from bitterness, spite and without personality. He died long time 
ago, since he let you these memories. He asked you to print them abroad because he is forbidden 
here. 

The readers must understand that there is nothing intelligible, that you do a kind of 
literary gymnastics. 

This is a mode of how not to write literature, because in modernism the non-literary 
got literary value. You don’t write because you like it. It is even a hard work for you. And not 
about the purpose of a literary work (like Broch), because you can’t see neither its sense, nor it’s 
nonsense. You will interweave bombastic phrases, stylistic gadgets. The more unintelligible you 
write, the more cultivated you’ll be considered! In the evolution of novel’s crises, its 
discontinuity continues. More and more there is the tendency towards eclecticism, joining of 
opposite currents, inclusion of already known artistic methods. As you have a lyrical mind, it is 
more difficult for you to write a novel, because you are in the habit of working with essences; a 
novel has also some sawdust, worthless stuff. As a poet who wrote only one sonnet, you are 
going to set up here a laboratory of nuclear - literary- tests. This is experimentation for the sake 
of art and art for the sake of experiment and against the totalitarian culture. The non-novel of a 
dying man. The confessions of a criminal. Grotesque’s aesthetics. A polar literary exploration. 
As far as you did not know the are four kinds of novelists: poets, essayists, play-rights and prose 
writers. You are one of the fifth category: autodidact (in letters, autodidact in didactics...), and 
your books are published in only one copy... and even least (half of a copy). 
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What subject will you debate? You will let yourself guided by the novel. If you know 
how to treat it, every subject becomes art and the reverse. 

How long will take it? You don’t know. It is inaccurate to say that a work (literary, 
artistic, scientific etc.) was created in such and such period, even if it was really written at that 
time, because the author uses in that period everything he had gathered since his birth (on the 
physical, psychical, intellectual plane), so only the end date is certainly known and if the work 
will be subsequently remade, not even this date can be precisely known! 

How to conceive it? Studying the novel of the making of a novel. Every writer intended 
or tried to write a book as good as possible, but you are obstinate in writing THE WORST 
BOOK IN THE WORLD. To be able to write wrongly, first of all you have to know how it is 
correct - in order to see the inexactitudes! 

but you are afraid that this relative superlative “the most ...” is too ...relative (see the 
theory of approximation in the Numerical Analysis) depending on the reference, because while 
those whom you criticize will label the book to be the worst, for their opponents it will become 
the best and the neutral people will consider it a neutral book, that is an indifferent one. 

It is easy to write a bad book, but to write the worst book in the world, it is particularly 
difficult, perhaps it is even impossible (you say that from your own experience), even if you 
succeed for a moment in reaching this performance, but later you can have the bad luck to be 
overtaken and another one to pass before you on the last place! 

That is what you intend as a signer of these lines (in order to put yourself forward): to 
write <un chef-de-nonoeuvre>, because there are countless bad books, but this one has to be the 
worst book whenever written in the universe - a personal record you will boast about forever 
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1 We published the manuscript setting author’s notes in the order we received them, without cutting or adding any 
word. We do not know if this is the definite form of the book complying with author’s wish. For not being accused 
of censorship, we printed the novel identically following author’s holograph manuscript (e.n.). 
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Dedication: 



I dedicate to nobody 
this NonNovel, entitled: 




because other authors did 
not dedicate anything to me 
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The Adventures of Hon Hyn 

While he was at a feast that he had given in his own honor, The Sovereign was about to 
fall off his chair-throne and lose his place at the head of the people. A coup d'etat, simply; but 
fortunately beside him there was a tree stump replacing his chair-throne? He wanted to toast his 
own superhuman sacrifices. 

Since he had been at the helm of the country, he couldn’t sleep a minute during the night 
for weeks on end, both because he slept during the day and because he had insomnia. In the 
interest of common prosperity, he ransacked his head in vain with a thin hazel tree twig 
displaying knots as big as the feast of a suckling or its mother’s udder; then he spoke as a 
genuine dumb rhetoric, in the manner of Uncle Ionesco. His anns and foreanns were full of 
varix 1 - so hard and nimble that he kept the sceptre in his hand to make the people happy. 

Soon, when he was due to celebrate his thirty-seventh 2 , mounted on horseback, he would set fire 
to the river in the Yellow Wood. The people, comprised of his wife or his wives and the 
children, born symmetrically and roughly in some topological neighbourhoods — some of the 
genuine-false people of the future Wodania — got up on two feet and clapped their hands against 
the other two. The matron Hyna lovingly radiated her tail; then she eradicated some eight 
thousand fellows in the neighbourhood, who died with satisfaction and with an open-heart. They 
were at the dinner in honor of their great guests, who nobody could see except The Sovereign. 
Some spoons of fir, owned by Long John Silversmith were artificially decorated with sculptures 
of stone. The Sovereign drank another glass of life-giving water, and as the glass entered his 
throat, the water remained in the air, suspended by a golden hook, especially projected by The 
Sovereign. 

But, I forgot to tell you about an empty trunk placed beside the cupboard, on the right. (It 
hasn’t anything to do with our story and it is unimportant, but, because it was there, I thought 
that the laws of objectivity impelled me to point it out). 

Two vipers of little women, almost naked, came out of a box. They had on, around their 
necks, only a collar, which hardly covered their shame. 

Their trainer held them by it and pushed them to the front of the non-world so they could 
raise their legs higher and higher on their way to fly towards the future. And they slithered and 
voluptuously moved their flowers, grown exactly in the middle of spongy soil, a chernozem of 
magpies. The Sovereign and other skillful gardeners raked it and sowed it as deeply as they 
could, and every springtime something sprang up. And the flowers were watered by The 
Sovereign and even if he could or he fuckin', he was helped by another boor or statesmen, 
because that was their mission: to educate the country's scions in a Fonfoist 3 spirit. 

There also came some wandering plaited red-haired gypsies, who had hair under their arms. 

They were tousled and stinking of non-Fonfoism. They mowed the scions from the country's 
body, but not for some politic reasons, God forbid, but just for fun, even though the police told 
them that the Fonfoist society couldn’t advance due to their shaggy hair. They were told that not 
even a shed could be built, because of their youth's flaring trousers and the virgin's short skirts. 

If so, the brick layers, the journeymen, the carpenters, the craners, the concreters, the 
greengrocers and the uncles may forget themselves and fix their eyes under (or at least, on) the 
dear flappers' legs with their tempting and touchable rosy knees. If they did, then how could they 
build the Fonfoism — the major object of the world? An older lady, who was shedding her coat, 
uttered three times in a trailing low voice, her agreement. And a buffalo said 'hello' in silence 
with its leg under its belly as it sat down in an armchair. 
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And The Sovereign preached, "While we sacrifice ourselves for the glory of this great 
little country, the enemy watches and waits to conquer us. Be with your eyes in four 4 ," he went 
on, while a badger was cutting its eyes in four equal pieces and taking for a model the man, who 
was sitting on his ass, and who was about to be awarded a Foremost Subject in the Country 
diploma, the second class merit. He pointed to the badger-man, and when he did, the boy with 
some badger-eyes sat down again. 

"Gratitude to the mother, who gave birth to you and raised you; to the beloved country, 
which shit you and didn’t abort you," The Sovereign raised his voice and his neck. 

Hearing these moving words, an old man with a buffalo back sat on his 
head and his insides knew a Freudian revolt and he shit in his pants and on 
the people around him. 

"So you can see, my subjects," Hon Hyn, The Sovereign, resumed, "we have 
a shit origin; therefore, nobody will have us, not even our friends from Tarikovskia, because a 
proverb says, ’God, defend me from my friends; from my enemies I defend myself." So we 
won’t be digested, because we are stinking and we are hardly eatable. Do you want the world to 
say to our conquerors, 

'Hey, you, why do you always eat shit?' or, 'Don’t eat shit anymore with your mouth full.' They 
would certainly prefer another dish more tasteful and better prepared" 

Then after a pause, the preacher Hyn resumed mechanically, "Dear animals," (without noticing 
that he was talking to the people, whom his epoch had deformed into the image of those viewing 
themselves in a distorted looking-glass, people who had been turned into cows, oxen, badgers, 
servants and other useful beasts at the chiefs house and those everyone knew to be lowly, as 
they were just beasts, who had to serve and to give pleasure to the unpleasant one). "Dear 
domestic animals," he corrected himself, "you see, what can we do with these savages? They 
don’t want at all to be trained. It is not possible to live without someone to rule over the others. 
That would mean anarchy and a civil war between our fellow men; so it is denied — that 
principle, which stipulates the non-observance of other's principles." 

The brats uplifted two fingers from their back hoof in approval, and shouted in a single 
voice, "Long live the cats and the dogs of a noble race!" 

But the mice were riled up to the point of starting a national revolution. Pell-mell was 
restored with the aid of social disorder forces and the Babel Tower grew throughout the artistic 
Sovereign’s speech. 

"Honorable dunderheads and other social scoundrels, I need your cooperation in order to 
build the Fonfoist order. We will materialize everything through the idealization of 
contemporary aspirations." 

A heifer began to piss with excitement into a plastic or ebonite or white chamber pot, spreading 
a pleasant smell all over the mob of uninvited people, and producing a mother-of-pearl foam like 
beer froth, which was tempting to some — to drink it. Then an old stallion let out an awful wind, 
accompanied in the background by the tempo of the national hymn. The crowd began to acclaim 
them, asking the two to revive their perfonnances. The Sovereign in his well-known kindness 
ordered the horse to be beaten. In order that the mare could understand 5 , the crowd restrained the 
horse, took off its pants, and struck some blows across its bottom so it would remember this for 
the rest of its life. Then they let it go free into the stable. The horse pulled up its pants with its 
suspenders, thanked the people, and bid to them decently, 'good-by', as it began to trot and to 
neigh, and sniff the mares. 

Hyn added, "You have to make a sacrifice on the love country's altar." 

"Isn't it better done at the butchery," asked the butcher, who had not been asked his 
opinion, "and to raise to new summits our ancient bravery?" 
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"Certainly," whistled a hen hawk, "We will take it to the heights of the mountains, but 
first you should give it to us." (And it gestured with its claw). 

"No," mumbled The Sovereign. "I don't want to see a single foot of a stranger in 
Wodania. No boot of a stranger must cross our ground, even those," his majesty concluded, 
"from a purchasing contract regarding five thousands, three-hundred and seventy-two antelope 
lady's boots from Italy. 

What shall we do with them? We shall give them back," he answered himself, "because 
they represent a symbol of human beings’ alienation (or boots' alienation). In fact, they represent 
the alienation of our wives, our beautiful Sabines — or shall we also destroy them? We shall 
destroy them," the brave leader mumbled ceaselessly and heroically and solitarily. "We shall 
destroy all enemy forces, which covet after Wodanian subsoil’s richness. Mind you, the enemy 
are watching us." (And he pointed to a rabbit, which had gone to sleep with an open ear). "We 
shall beat them until the water sounds in their head. 6 And now that we haven’t a head, nothing 
will be heard by us. 

Please, trumpeter, sound the alarm!" 

But the trumpet was nowhere to be found, so the trumpeter began to shout, "Alarm! 
Alarm! Alarm!" 

And all the peasants in their shirts and drawers took their pitchforks, scythes, and 
hatchets, and headed off bumptiously to the war, so they could show the arrogant Germans that 
they were not afraid — neither of rain nor of crows. But first of all, they created a People's 
Council, which neither enjoyed popularity nor was lead by the people. 

The leader non- taught them wisely how to catch jackdaws and other hostile enviours 7 in 
large masses, for instance, little owls, since they sang on the hovel's chimney and brought 
sorrow, or night owls from cafes and other restaurants, which opened at 10 o'clock and closed 
also at ten. The army, which was extensively trained and supplied with primitive weaponry, 
needed some food. Figs, olives, cheese and bread were brought by the women. Afterwards, the 
troops made their first stop by the second artesian well, which was located in the third sector. 
Near it, by a pool, grew many beautiful flowers: pig’s wind, gypsy woman's pussy, and horse's 
dick, which emanated burning scents. A corporal pulled out his tongue for a stabbed pig to 
prepare it with garlic; and the novice pulled out his tongue for a housekeeper (shoe tongues, of 
course). 

"What has hold of you, Sovereign? You don't play with the fumbler ." 

"Where are the enemies? I can't see them," asked Hon Hyn. 

"Let us start fighting and we shall find them. If we use our strength, we can make 
everyone our enemies, even our allies." 

So they started fighting, but since they had nobody to go to war against, they had to 
invent their enemies in order to prove their military courage. They asked many neighbors to 
fight against Wodania, but some limitroph 9 countries apologetically declined, because they were 
tired. The Republic of Birlanda sent an official message that, for the moment, it was up to its 
chin in commitments. And the Wodanians answered shortly that, also, their people were up to 
their necks, (because they hadn’t a head), but nevertheless, they marched onto the battlefield. 

The Middle Kingdom of West, a former colony, asked if they could put it off for about a decade. 
The Fire Country reasoned that since its army was in the W.C. at the moment, it couldn’t be 
disturbed. Only their chum Tarikovskia offered itself, but not without sacrifices and 
reservations, to conquer Wodania without military resistance; thus, giving precious help to their 
friends and rescuing them from their dilemma. 

It was advised that the Wodanians beat themselves and conquer new territories from 
Wodania. The supreme leader, Hon Hyn, sanctioned that idea with enthusiasm. In the end, 
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Tarikovskia marched into Wodania like in cheese 10 . The brave and valiant Admiral Hyn 
negotiated with them, but the controversy concerned what kind of cheese? Dutch cheese? Or 
French cheese - la vache qui rit or la belle vache? 

The fearless Wodanian soldiers started slaughtering themselves with great patriotic 
enthusiasm and continued the bloodshed on their forefathers’ earth. There was splendid chaos 
and fire. The frontier guards watched the country's borders so that nobody from the outside 
could join in their internal fights. The Wodanians could murder themselves quietly. They rushed 
and robbed the lowlanders, and the mountaineers hid down in the ravines, so you couldn’t say 
that anyone was disadvantaged. They took everything from everyone — equality in poverty. 

Why should one of them remain richer? It would be neither ethical nor moral. They did no harm 
to those who opposed them; they only murdered themselves. The natives caught some diseases, 
but the invaders took pity on them and let them die alone. They didn’t go to the trouble of 
crushing their heads, although the invader's chief did help sometimes with his sword, by helping 
any baby or any mother who suckled her babe to die. Foreigners vainly tried to intervene 
between the hostile camps from Wodania, but the undreaded guards rejected any peace, which 
others tried to impose upon their land. 

The capital was in flames and the Wodanians were so proud. "Have you ever seen such a 
great fire like ours!" their howls resounded. "Perhaps, only the Rome of Nero, that crazy poet; 
but we are about to out-do him. Our entire country will be a huge steak! Then it will be a 
pleasure to recite verses. We will set up a world literary circle with tribute to Fonfoism, and the 
dishonorable guest of the season shall be the anti-poet Ovidiu Florentin, who will read from his 
non-creation." 

Wodania burnt with bright high flames. The Princesses Abadela and Baradela enjoyed 
the show's delicacy. The inhabitants exclaimed, as if they were at a sports match. They 
embraced each other, commenting with a profusion of details about this nice apocalypse, which 
they had succeeded in creating after their long efforts. 

"We won!" they heard themselves exclaiming. 

"Who won?" asked the foreigners, puzzled. 

"We won," answered Hyn and Hyna. 11 

"And whom did you defeat?" 

"Ourselves," mumbled the Hynists again. "We defeated us; we've got it; we've got a 
victory! It doesn’t matter from whom you get it, but only that you get a victory. We've needed a 
victory." 

"But you have a defeat, too," the foreigners replied, never giving up. 

"A defeat examined in detail is not just a defeat," struck back Servantson, jumping from 
his place. "We don't achieve victories without defeats. We won’t be quitters; we don’t like to 
remain either indebted nor to owe money." 

After that, the victorious troops of Tarikovskia marched in to Wodania, as in cheese (the 
Dutch cheese was chosen), and the townspeople received them with stonny cheers. They stood 
on both sides of the street and were obliged to applaud. 

As a really unskilled dance instructor, Servantson taught them the technique of applauding. He 
told them at the count of "one", to raise their hands with their palms stretched overhead; at the 
count of "two", to slap their palms together with a 136 decibels crack; and at the count of 
"three", to spread their palms and return to the initial position. Servantson conducted them as if 
they were a choir, instructing them when one was to applaud, then another, when to clap louder, 
when slower. (You can picture yourself in a theater, dear non-readers, in order not to strain your 
little brain, reading this any longer). 
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"One, hands up; two, crack; three, spread. Now you repeat — one, two, three, and one, 
two, three; and hands up!" 

The Tarikovskians frowned at the Wodanians, including Hyn. Then they came together, 
the two neighboring and friendly people, trying to understand one another, like brothers (Cain 
and Abel). The armies of Tarikovskia were stationed for a few thousands years and four months 
in Wodania where they set up their military bases, in order to support the free scuffle between 
Wodanians, which generated a splendid dividae et impera civil war; and which degenerated the 
nation, thus accomplishing the Hyn family's ideal of the centuries — the affirmation of the 
modern Wodania. 

What else should I tell you about the embryonic life of our master, who you saw go to 
and fro in order to found the disorder and the Babylonia in Wodania? 

Even since he was in his mother's belly, Hon was a supernatural being. 

From time to time he went outside to go to the toilet, because he could not refrain 
himself from doing so. Then he came back in again. 

"How is your child?" I tried to find out from Hynica . Her relatives were close by — 
about fifteen centimeters from big-bellied Hynica . 

"He is shitting," said a satisfied old woman. 

On Friday, around sunset, Hon left the metallic uterus of his mother and came back dead 
drunk late at night. His mother scolded him and put him back in his place. He brought with him 
some girlie with a decolletage, and if the people asked him how the girl looked a little more 
naked, he answered slowly that she was fast. Then Hon and his girlie got together in his mother's 
belly and made love twelve times, and the thirteenth time, with the Council of Ministers' 
approval. After that, he drove the girl out satisfied, with the tone, "You leave my house and go 
where the dumb drove the mare ." 1 

"Which dumb?" asked the girl, looking puzzled. 

"The dumb from the projects and the pits." 

Another time when he found a bread-and-butter girl, she gave him of pitchfork 14 (some 
wool for a pitchfork), although they preferred the straw, the same, or the shed with chaff, where 
the male drew near the female and smelled her as a dog smells a bitch under its tail. Suddenly he 
seduced her, saying, "May I fall in love with you, miss?" 

"Be quiet, stallion. Can you wait for me just five minutes?" the bread-and-butter girl 
asked, putting him off. Then they began, and tore up the bed, with all its arches. The bread-and- 
butter girl paid for the arches and went away. 

Hon came back to the presidential bed. His father had enthroned him before his birth by 
building him a royal ivory throne. Hon had dragged it into his mother's belly and sat on it, with a 
copper leaf crown on his head. His mother sighed a bit, because Hon's throne pricked her, but 
his father huffed at her, "You, do not murmur, or you will go straight to hell." 

That’s all about the inner life of the dear leader. 

But, I could denounce him for smoking and spitting at his mother. He even made dirt in 
his mother; he even happened to shit in his mother. Not to mention the fact that with some 
important superficial persons brought by Newtonian forces with the aid of winds, he founded a 
bawdy tolerance house in his mother's uterus, where he didn't tolerate anyone. He even founded 
a nightclub in the uterus. 

His father complained "You get him out, ma’am, together with all of his couches." 

And at that very moment Hon saw something huge with a red head. "How did that get in through 
the wide open shutters?" 

And after it dried him for a few times through every corner, it spat at him so profusely 
that he was about to be drowned. But Hon quietly resumed his billiard match, together with a 
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guild-fellow, while they waited at the post. Then they put a girl-fellow at the post and they went 
in, one after another. The girl-fellow confessed to them that they could do it also by two, 
because she was used to that. She trained herself with three at the same time, then with four, 
because he could face her back, too. 

But let us return to our muttons, that is, Hon Hyn's army. Napoleon of Shitsville sat in a 
trailer, carried by the power of two horses and a buffalo. He wolfed down some peach plot (even 
though wolves don't like peaches), then took his luggage and another's whore of a wife. 

"This is your way, that is, in front of the frontier guard platoon. Why are you all spinning 
yourself like a ball in a pail?" 15 Hon asked, flattering the Colonel-Lieutenant in front of 
Napoleon of Shitsville, who was packing off towards the hillock. 

Soldier Svejk went to the Commander, "With respect, I report to you that 
I don’t respect you," he mumbled and continued, "Mister pres. . . mister pres. . . mister 
president” 16 . 

"Marioara, look at this awl," said Cacareaza to his wife. And he really showed it to her. 
The woman wondered a lot, because she hadn't seen such a thing until then. She had only 
touched it and she started playing the train in the northern station — uuu, uuu, uuu — while the 
trail was jingling with them. 1 7 

"Serve it with distrust, please," said the waiter, bringing a tray covered with steam. But 
he stumbled and fell down with his temple against the parquet and he died with anger. The 
soldiers had their dinner the next morning and their lunch, at lunch. 

"I should have a fritter," whimpered a baby, because here the children were born ready- 
speakers. Their first word was "Fonfoism", because that was in use during the great days. 

"Hmm, you want fritters," said Hon Hyn, who was kn own for his generosity. "Adjunct, 

1 o 

hammer a nail into the wall and tell him to hang his appetite on it." And the Adjutant 
accomplished that promptly, in the greatest disorder. "And from now on the child can gladly 
hang on it all of his desires." (Desires, about which The Sovereign had no fancy for). 

In the end, the anny changed it place and ordered disorder. They passed by a pack of 
dogs, which grazed quietly on a lawn. The soldiers drank water at a pond, although it was clear 
that the water was thick. Through a diplomatic messenger, The Sovereign sent to the hostile 
king a kick in his ass, which Batman had the honor to give him as soon as he got it out of the 
sealed bag. It was a painfully political message, which put the king in the hospital. 

When Batman came back, The Sovereign tempted him "How is the king?" 

"He's making in his pants," affirmed Batman. 

"With his health?" 

"Together with all his health," affirmed Batman 

"If he's in a bad way, that means it is all right," mumbled The Sovereign, as if he was 
referring to his friend, the enemy. Those from the major staff had to support an unbearable air, 
because the sick king had put C02 in a letter of accreditation, which reached the adverse camp. 
The war meeting in the capital of Wodania decided with great funeral pomp, to start a rumour in 
the country in order to find out who was the bravest in the hostile anny to fight against the 
dragon. First they gave out some cotton rope, then a somewhat thicker hemp rope. Finally, they 
realized that the braves were really cowards and that they didn’t dare to present themselves to the 
major staff, who everyone knew, was actually a minor one. But they didn’t succeed in it. 

So they put wire around the whole country; then, some barbed wire, which surrounded 
Wodania three and a quarter times — from one end to the other — in order to protect it from 
external influences, poverty, and lies; and to protect the government’s abuses, which weren’t 
proper abuses. But the population considered them abuses, even though, in the government's 
opinion, they were very correct and honest. The governors thought that they needed brothels, so 
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that they wouldn’t lose time with a glance and running around with an open mouth, going after 
women’s birdies. Anyway, the popular mob (many fools) had nothing to do all day long, because 
they were helping Uncle Anthony kill dead mice, so the governors considered that they couldn’t 
queue up, because they had to play craps and other mechanical games. So food had to be 
brought to them at home, despite the starving people, although the people didn’t need so much 
energy, because they didn’t stay up until late at night partying. More madams from Hon- 
Hynia's 19 upper non-world began to clap their hands and to stretch their naked necks with their 
combs. A fat young pig of a dandy squeaked while he was exhaling wreaths of smoke out of his 
nostrils and held a cigarette between two lingers of his right fore-hoof. 

"That is real justice," grumbled a bear from the official rostrum. 

Chief Hyn didn't meditate any longer, because he was tired. He sat on a high chair; then he went 
away, avoiding a near ditch. He said hello to the geese and entered the house. Hyn had no cork 
in his bottom. The room where he had been waiting seemed very spacious to him. The Persian 
carpet was hung helter-skelter on the wall, and on the floor was stretched the guard, who didn’t 
let the delinquents enter into History. The guard was afflicted with sheep pox. There was an 
indescribable disorder in the yard; a sheep was bleating from hunger; the goat was jumping over 
the table and the kidling was jumping over the house. The greyhound and the spotted kitten were 
playing cat and mouse, while two soldiers were courting a beech timber whore, and your sister 
was lazily taking off her drawers, without paying any attention to tomcat Danila, who was 
looking at her with those big glassy eyes. The guard at the History's house door avowed 
clumsily and skilfully that History was just changing itself and it was putting on a new bikini 
and a bra with a sponge to cover its shame in order to become more provocative. Never mind. 
Anyway, she provoked enough military conflicts and cursed a pacifist from the third world, who 
went on strongly with the weakness of politics and treaties (which were signed in order to be 
violated), that Hon Hyn couldn’t sleep all night, thinking of his people. If it weren’t for his 
churls, he wouldn’t exist, either because he wouldn’t have modern servants or because if the 
slaves didn’t survive, the masters wouldn’t survive either. It seemed strange. Hyn meditated, 
wringing his hands with both legs, so he implored the guard once again to put him into History, 
but the guard didn’t want to do that for anything on earth, but only on non-Earth. 

So Hyn concentrated very hard on this idea; he had even gone to the law with this idea 
and they couldn’t come to an agreement at all, even the Peace Committee couldn’t reconcile 
them, and since then he has been fighting against this idea with all modem means and the 
newest discoveries, which the science of the last millennium hasn't at its disposal. Besides, Hyn 
built a small castle, as it was. He built it up, because again his slaves of people built up a huge 
one, as large as life. They had worked many days and nights, but we have to recognize that Hyn 
also lifted a finger (I think it was the ring finger). Unlike other leaders, who haven't lifted at least 
a finger, Hyn lifted a finger to build the castle that he was going to live in with his family for the 
people's good, and now he was tired — his finger was painful and his mind exhausted and broken 
so the doctors put it in gyps 20 , a kind of silver with gold, platinum and zinc gyps. When the sun 
shined on it, you had the impression that his mind was brilliant, but, in fact, Hon Hyn used these 
beams (which were pulled out from the day's star every Thursday to Saturday evening) because 
he defended the peace — yes, the peace of his inner hurricane and of our disquiet. Near the castle 
he built a kiosk of cooling drinks, where the customers would never find juices or lemonades, 
because it was a kiosk of cooling drinks that is for, not with cooling drinks. In every cage in the 
castle there was a man, who imitated The Sovereign, like a parrot. 

"Have you fed the parrots?" The Sovereign asked the servant, 

"Yes, your Domestic Breeder Highness," And the man in the cage swallowed with his 
peck the seed ratio - and drank slops from a kettle lying beside the bars on the left side, close by 
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the little door locked with a rusty padlock — a sign of the full freedom on these regions, and a 
sign of equality too, because all of the padlocks were identical. They were heavy and a sign of 
the fraternity of the people-from-outside, who ordered the people-in-cage (as a little brother). 
And they extremely loved each other with stones, boards and blocks, until interfered The 
Sovereign, who cut them short or cut their tables, together with the chairs and with the peasants, 
who waited in a pious obedience without being faithful to him. The prison built at Hyn's 
imperative request was the most beautiful in the region. It became famous and here came 
visitors from all over the country, who halted here 20 or more years, after their bad luck. 
Otherwise the leader was skilled at skinning people; he had a very sharp razor and he processed 
every inhabitant's derma into peasant sandals, tambourines, furs and all sorts of stuff. A heard of 
asses and donkeys present answered with their hoof the country's call to sacrifice their body and 
soul for the boss. The country needs idiots and dumbs, lunatics and others, wonderfully 
animated and with the wish to die for people and country or simply to dye the unknown hero's 
monument. But part of Hyn's people began to run (it is about the emperor's people, not failure's 
one, although the emperor's failure rhymes), and why do you think they began to run? Just 
because they were not allowed to run, because the sports competitions, runs, marathons, and 
obstacle races had been abolished. In reality they hadn’t been abolished, but no matter who the 
competitors were, the winner was little Hon Hyn, the youngest son of the beloved dictator. Little 
Hon Hyn didn’t participate at all, but he won through absence, in accordance with some 
instructions from the center. 

Otherwise the Olympiads were fair, with the unique exception that the results were 
falsified in proportion with only ninety 6 percent, until the government held an extraordinary 
meeting, which lasted 5 years, whereupon it was decided that the Olympiad was fair. 
Consequently they falsified it with 102 percent, but since then the native runners haven’t run 
sports competitions anymore; they've run abroad. 

"What's that? Betraying?" roared the emperor lion in his castle cage. 

"No, not at all," apologized the runners, "because of too much love of government, we are 
suffocating and we are dying. The heated love of the State sent us away; it burned us; it 
enveloped us; and then we went out and breathed some fresh air abroad. Please, don’t love us so 
much or we’ll die," continued the miserables. An elfugitivo gave up the ghost and the police 
caught it immediately and put it into a bag. Another legless fugitive went to glory, but Nea 
Gheorghe Richard refused to put him into a dictionary of literature, because, although he had put 
him in once, the legless prose writer had run in England. Then to have his revenge, Legless put 
the critic into his mother's pussy eleven times and the twelfth time, with the aid of another 
renegate, the physicist Sensible Georges. But had jumped from his place the painter A. 
Dizgratiescu, glorified by those from outside and unglorified, of course, by those from inside. 

"But why did you put that one (and he said the name of a nudist student), why did you 
put it her there naked? She could dishonor your pages; she could make love with a French 
savant, or worst, she could piss into the dictionary." Dizgratiescu's words gave a heavy heart to 
Marian, who hadn’t an impressively good heart, anyway. Maybe he hadn’t one at all, because he 
was from the upper class, and it has been said that they hadn't heart; instead, there was a blue 
stone from the River Jiu. 

Their main quality was the great thirst for lack of education, which they spread as much 
as they could; so, to not read — to be uneducated — became an honor of great rank, especially of 
Hyn's rank, who proved to be an international hero. In fact, he was a national hero in accordance 
to a circular that he had issued. But he had turned into an "international", because of the dryer, 
he said with indignation, which had forgotten to add 
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"inter" in front of "national". The dryer had forgotten, because he had never hurried himself 
sufficiently. 

"But then the difference was a small one, only five letters," Hon Hyn said with 
indignation. But he didn’t let anyone revolt, because that would have meant libertinism. But he 
thought that Earth's life sense was to work for Hyn, for Fonfoism, but now he had to restore the 
serfdom, because his slaves ran away. Also, the legless ones ran away (they ran on their hands). 
Also, those with a head and those without a head, and those without a heart, among those, who 
were blue began to run away. Everybody ran away; everyone was put to flight; all of the people 
were put to flight. It was run; it always was run. Then Hyn tied them to Earth with words, "With 
forefathers’ love, with bla-bla-bla, with the heroism of our soldiers, with the love for our origin, 
with the love for our forefathers, with the love for origin, with the love for origin, again. Which 
origin?" 

"To hell with your origin!" burst out an agitator of public unquietness. 

But the words didn’t hold too much. But if I think more, they didn’t hold the least bit, 
because they were weak and empty, and all the anti-philosophical theories of most honorable 
tyrants were sewn with a white thread and they had suddenly broken 22 . The most honorable 
tyrant wasn’t beloved by all of the people and nobody would have honored him, so he tied their 
hands with ropes knitted with cunning texts, but in vain. He also tied their feet with some silk 
steps that would take them, he said, to his high Non-society. He seemed to have some chance of 
success, but what was the benefit of people with their hands and feet tied? They couldn’t toil 
anymore? The Fonfoist System needed workers, not people. Hyn bound them by oaths and by 
work competition pledges. But all these sounded a bit too much, as though they had been 
recorded on a magnetic tape or on records. Then he sang another song and used the red thread, 
thinking it was more resistant. Then Servantson gave him the most brilliant idea. 

"Take care, Sir, not to loose it," he warned him, "in your trousers' pockets. The most 
suitable way would be to tie them by their heads; then you could stop their eyes and mouth or 
you could harness them in the country, through all the mud that you are forming." 

When he heard that Hon Hyn took a bit of freedom and shared it with the crowd through 
a seller, who was cheating by weight, he ordered through public law that public education be 
generalized 

"The love of country and love of country means love of Fonfoism and the love of Hyn's 
family in schools, in factories, and in cemeteries - in order to serially educate students, 
sucklings, and hard working pupils." 

"They won’t have to speak unquestioned; they have to be machine models. 

Great emphasis will be placed on discipline, for which there will be given seven marks. 

It doesn’t matter the number of marks given to the other subjects. But for anatomy, one mark; 
and for algebra, none, because they are abstract. Children have to learn honorably about conduct 
so that when they know the answer, they will lift their foot," ordered Hon Hyn. 

And the women began to give birth to little donkeys and little calves, and plastic babies. A crone 
made a little rubber girl, who was taken in a hurry by the sailors on the ship. A baggage big- 
bellied for two years made a little boy with some antennas and a visor cap. But she was accused 
by the Party organization of delaying too much the period of ovulation and gestation and of not 
rushing herself at all while the country was waiting on cattle for work. Hyn was forcing 
population growth in order to increase his number of slaves and his power. Then suddenly the 
females from Wodania began to give birth earlier; they entered into competition and Hyna 
refereed them. One gave birth to a beautiful little pig in five months. Another better-looking one 
gave birth to a real hamster at four weeks. In this way they increased the production of animals 
for the Fonfoist country: bovines, ovine, porcine, caprine, he-caprine, human-ines. And Princess 
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Abadela gave birth just before she became pregnant; and her sister Ravadela was a virgin when 
she gave birth — without even soliciting any aid from a male, because in the 
Socialist provisions it was emphasized that man was begotten for work. The Hynists gave them 
lectures that work was man's happiness and it was that, which made the animal a human being. 

"So why don't you work then?" broke in a homo sapiens towards Hyn. 

"Because with work you have turned us from human beings into animals. It causes a reverse 
process. 

But Servantson justified himself, "Because he makes a sacrifice of himself in favor of 
you, and he doesn’t want to take your place in anyway, God forbid." 

And Hyna agreed too, "He is working with his mouth." 

Ravadela was decorated, together with her baby and she appeared on TV. All of the girls 
were envious of her. The boys regretted that they weren't of the opposite sex, so they would be 
able to give birth. The crones sighed at the top of their voices on the streets, near the rubbish 
boxes where the newborns lived. Princess Baradela was drilled a bit by the emperor, because she 
absorbed all the sap of a poor boy. He was lame in the hips, she softened his dick for two nights, 
and during this time the brave young man could have worked and produced material goods — 
some useful things for society, for the advance of the inside-out century and for the prosperity of 
Fonfoism at a galactic and meta galactic level. 

It seemed that enough wasn’t discussed about Hon Hyn's disease. Curious persons waited to see 
what would happen. Hyn had taken some precautions, however. He had stationed soldiers at the 
castle gates, in order to prevent any human disease from reaching his respectable self or his 
family. Entry was on the basis of an identity card, issued by the Capital Police. Not all sports 
viruses or microbes had the amiability to enter under Hon Hyn's skirr ; it was very simple (Hyn 
concluded a non-aggression pact with them). Because everyone was suffering from tape worm, 
which was a kind of tree disease. 

They grew bark, then a few leaves under their arms — to the shame of an entire orchard of 
orange cherry trees. 

Princess Abadela, the thirteen year-old Little Hyn's fiancee, was twenty (while her 
mother-in-law was twenty on a peg) 24 . She began to buzz like a bee and produce honey. What 
should I say, her Little Hyn (in the newspapers, he was named Little Hyn the Great, of course) 
licked it until his ring fell down his nose. It jumped around one and three-quarters kilos. 

But one day a witch named Harushida came. It was rumored that she twisted peoples’ 
brains. (You won’t find her around us, because brains are a scarcity). The mustached guy on the 
contractual watch, cried to her, but Harushida got her fingers into his head and then twisted his 
brain and stole it in the yard. Now in place of the moustache guy was a he-goat with an ox's 
face. 

Harushida, beautiful as she was, presented herself to her sovereign father (Hon Hyn was 
nicknamed in silence "Tatan" and Hon Hyna "Tatana". These pseudonyms had been spread in 
silence with their approval, but the population didn’t know that. They thought that it was in 
recognition of their professional and artistic merits, played on the first stage of the country. 

Tatan meant "everybody's father", a kind of earthly God; Tatana meant "everybody's mother"). 

You could hear some harridan say (about The Sovereign), "How should I eat his dick? 

He must have toiled much in order to give life to all of us." 

And some old man said (about Hyna), "How should I drink the juice of her pot? It is 
bound to be large, since we all found room in it." 

And a teenager, plus a she -teenager: commented, "Hey, these two have not been thinking 
at all about dismounting, because a rumor has been started about the certain dismounting of 
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Hyn, but we are not sure of that, because you can’t ever be sure of him. Is it about dismounting 
from his wife or about the brilliant throne of Wodania?" 

And a biker said (about Hyn), "Hey, how long could the vein of this inhuman man be, 
kilometrically?" 

Also, the intellectuals, who didn’t wear a head in this kingdom, (because there had been 
issued some abrogation of projects, which allowed the use of head in peaceful 
nonantigovemmental aims) asked themselves, listening to the radio unceasingly twenty-five 
hours, a work day in Wodania, from twenty-four Fonfoists, "Hey, they don’t even have a home 
table pan. Let them go to hell! Don’t they descend at all from these loudspeakers to relieve their 
nature? Don’t they ever say 'good night’, ’good day', or 'sleep well, sweet dreams'?). 

Harushida, beautiful as she was, was herself presented, after so much verbosity, to her 
sovereign father. When he saw her, he fell in love at once. He lost his mind and the skilled 
Harushida took it and put it into a nylon purse of one leu [Romanian currency]. Hence, she took 
his mind and went downstairs, but Hon Hyn didn't lose much of anything, but so tabula rasa 
was how he had remained; he ruled the country with genius. 

Hyn had taken in his hands the smiling destiny of Wodania. He had put all of the people 
into external debts and other useless investments of a primordial necessity for the national 
economy's decline. Then he climbed up the shore to defeat the future, while he played the 
cabman at the cart. That is, he lied as a cabman, who said that the waters stopped. The White 
River did stop once when Hyn was passing by and was chattering about freedom. It even began 
to flow backwards. And while he played the cabman at the ultramodern cart of his sweet country 
Wodania (he was crying now), which had kept pace with the scientific explosion of the nuclear 
era and with the cruise rockets (the devil put faith in that — the devil of Hyn), and while he 
played the cabman at the ultramodern cart of his sweet country, he moved straight ahead 
backward, and upright, on all fours. But he moved, and that was the important thing for him. 

And destiny worked like a camp of ennobled Roms with empty pockets, and with a belly full of 
air — full, full, full of non-plenty. 

"What shall we do to put him in his mind? Where is his mind?" unquieted the people. 

"Here," mumbled the soldiers, "In this dry well was drowned king stork in his own 
ephemeral glory." 

But Hyn didn’t want to hear anything about it, because for some time he had been blind 
in one ear. Hyn rode his sweet country (he is crying now), which was crippled — amputated by 
Tarikovskian military doctors. It was beaten black and blue by its own game leader 
commandant, and it wore itself completely out, standing watch for hostile attacks from 
Tarikovskian friends. It strained itself of its remaining unpowers. The ball of fire was in a 
semicircle of 7m. It fell into an inveterate adversary's clutches and suddenly, as in soccer, Hyn 
perfonned the stroke of 9m at his back, and an ambush passed through the right side of the 
defence, in front of the Ottoman Porte. They took the oxen out of the Turkish yoke and the 
princely anny of the country caught them with a lasso. It's obvious that the princely army hadn’t 
been fonned of princes, but of all kinds of animalized human races — frogmen, cannon fodder- 
men, mechanized-men, insects and quails. Hyn was looking emphatically how the soldiers had 
sacrificed themselves at the country's bottomless abattoir, until Tarikovskia put him into the 
madhouse 26 . 



Endnotes: 

1 Varicose veins 
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2 Jokingly, he refers to his seventieth birthday as his thirty-seventh 
birthday 

3 Fascist, Dictatorial or Totalitarian. 

4 To be on the lookout 

5 To state very clearly, but in vain 

6 To give someone a sound trashing 

7 Envious guys 

8 "Why don’t you fumble?" 

9 Neighboring countries 

10 As easy as cutting through cheese 

1 1 Hyn relative appointee 

12 Hyn relative appointee 

13 At the bottom of the sea 

14 To give someone a great deal of trouble 

15 To putter about 

16 From the Romanian “a duce cu presul,” meaning to make a fool of someone (and the word 
pres ident) 

17 She started crying like the train from the north station, while the 
trailer jiggled with them 

18 "Bring a pipe and tell him he may whistle for it!" 

19 Hyn relative appointee 

20 A cast made of gypsum 

2 1 A metaphor for birds in a cage having only to eat to a ration of seeds 

22 Easily seen through 

23 To get under someone's skin or irritate them 

24 Romanian slang: a peg represents one leg; therefore, she was actually 40: 

20 years for each leg. She claimed to be younger than she actually was. 

25 Swore like a trooper, who said he was at his wit's end 

26 Gave him a finishing stroke 
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